at u<ru/i tt&xt /Kotouce/uide Pa/ity 

mm THESE AMAZMG UFE-UKE 



J 



A 



J 



IT PULLS ON 
OVER THE 
HEAD LIKE 
A DIVER'S 
HELMET 




Th« 



COVER ENTIRE HEAD . . . LAST FOR 
YEARS ... SO LIFELIKE PEOPLE GASP 
WITH AMAZEMENT AND DELIGHT... 

Mold-Art Rubber Masks are molded from best 
grade natural flexible rubber. They cover the 
entire head. Yet you see thru the "eyes." The 
mouth moves with your lips . . . you breathe 
. . . smoke . . . talk . . . even eat thru it. Hand- 
painted for realism. Wonderful for every dress- 
up occasion— for parties or gifts. Fun for chil- 
dren and adults alike. 



NOW WATCH ME HAVE 
SOME FUN WITH THE 
GANG TONIGHT AT 
THE MASQUERADE 




OMLady 



OTHER 
SUBJECTS 

B.1IT. »2.»S 

Special 

SANTA CLAUS, S4.9S 




Clown 
5295 



SEND NO MONEY! 



Just mail coupon below. ORDER MASKS BY NAME 
as listed in this ad. All masks priced at $2.95, except Santa 
Claus ($4.95). When package arrives pay postman the price 
plus CO. D. postage (we pay postage if cash is sent with 
order). Sanitary laws prohibit return of worn masks. All 
masks guaranteed perfect. 

RUBBER-FOR-MQLDS INC. 

6044 AvondaU Av«., D«pt.?3-t1, Chicago 31, IIMnoU 
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Rubber-For-Molds. Inc. 

6044 Avondale Ave.. Dept WMChicafto 31. Illinois 

Send me Rubber Mask* as listed below : 



( ) Ship COD. I will pay postman the price plus COD. postage. 
( ) Ship postpaid. Payment in lull enclosed herewith. 

NAME 

STREET P.O. ZONE 



! 



■ CITY 



STATE 
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WGHT THIS WAY, FOLKS f 

SHE THE AAAMEL OF THE AGE, 

LEO, THE LION MAN! 

HE CATS ONLY RAW MEAT, 

AMP LIVES IN A CAGE WITH 
A REAL, LIVE LION-. 



. 



.-■ 






's 



i 




/^*. 



-**■■ 



vv, 



v*v 




yiiEBEer 

THIS IS NO 

place for 

me; 




4 * 



v 



X 



\£arnie Calahan,ihe genial 

berher, finds himself surrounded 
by mirth, mayhem and murder 

when LEO, THE LION MAN, 

joins Colonel Lane's Mammoth 



■/ 



m 




M 



' ^^f& 



^V kVj Hord^ 
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Wf'RE GOING TO 
TOWN FOB CHOW, 
CARNJC •• WANT to 
COME ALONG? 





ARE YOU 
FREAKS 
WITH THIS 
CIRCUS? 




NATIONAL COMICS 



TAKE ME TO 1 
THE MANAGER *~\ 
OF THE CI*CU$J/ 






COLONEL LANE, 
THIS MAN— £R. 
HE WANTS TO 

see your 



I'M LEO,THE Li 

MAN! THIS ISN 

WE WANT A JOB f I 

WHAT YOU THINK 

WE'RE WORTHS 



w\ 




WELL- BR— WHAT 
HAVE I GOT TO 
LOSE?CAJZNlE 
CALAHAN,H£R£, 
WH-L GET YOU 




YOU CAN SHARE 
MAJOR M\QGB^ 
TEMT FOR NOW, 
ANP 



WHAT? 

HOW A 

LISTEN , 
CARN1E,., 
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JL&ter--- 



what oo you 

MAKE OF THE 
LION MAN, 
COLONEL ? 




r's WHAT 

I'LL MAKE 

FROM him 

HE'LL DRAG 
IN THE YOKELS 
AND WE'LL GET 
A LION'S SHARE 
OP THE 
PROFITS' 



WE'D BETTE* SEE THAT 
SAM SETS THE CAGE 
UP RIGHT.' 





(^ 



«vtf; 




HA,HA t HO,HO,HOf now I've heard) 

EVERYTHING.' SO/WE DAY YOU'LL WAKE UP J 

EATEN ALIVE/ 

I PINO LIONS 
MOREPEPENPABLE 
THAN MEN ? 
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OKAY, LEO 
WE PONT 
WANT ANY 
MORE TROUBL 
FROfA YOU.' 



THEN 
LEAVE 
ME 

ALONE f 






GET BACK TO WORK, 
SAM.' AND, AFTER TH/S, 

CUT THE WISECRACKS 
AND THE ROUGH 
STUFF. 



whew: A COLONEL LANE , SAM 
WE GOT /TELLS ME YOU'RE HAVIWG 
THAT *^\ TROUBLE WITH YOUR 
SETTLED.'/ LION MAN t CAlL ME 
IF YOU NEEP A GOOQ 
ANiMAL TRAINER! 






■V 



-• 



\* 



■V 



/, 



jyfcxt Jay 



HURRY, HURRY, HURRY f SEE 
LEO, TWE LION MAN.' 
HE LOOKS, SLEEPS AND 
EATS LIKE A LION' 



AND LEO'S CONSTANT COMPANION ,"V YOU'RE 7 
yVEffO -A SAVAGE BEAST FROM THE V> NOT 



PARKEST WILDS OF 

AFRICA.' 



KfPPfNG-' 






_ 



o 



/ 



'*. 



.*? 



>»v 



- * 



t M\ 



**"**„ 



J> 



WW. 



>■ 



— 
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LEO'S PACKING THEM/N, 
COLONEL J THEY ALL7HINK 
THE ATTACK ON GUIDO 
WAS PART OP THE 
ACT. 



THAT WAS QUICK 

THINKING .*CARNfE.' 

THAT'S TWICE HE'S 

CAUSED TROUBLE 

IN TWO PAYS.' 




\ 
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^A few- days later... ^4 



hi, 

LBO! 



HE WONT SPEAK f I'M 
THROUGH TRYING TO 
BE ERlENOLY WITH 
THAT JERK .' 







r s 




,«<• 






l» 



"l>< 



»«'j\> •*••; 
••*%..«.. 



-flttff 



MM 1 ** 



^ 




WELL/ WE'LL LEAVE HIM ALONE ? HE'S 
JUST INTERESTED IN LIONS, 



anyway; 



r 



*>-- 



> « 



•-• 



Vjt 



•• • 



a) 



THE ONLY 
PERSON HE 
NOTICES IS 
GUIOO, WHEN 
HE WORKS THE 
CATS/ 



r^ 



I ALWAYS WONDER 
IF YOU'LL COME OUT 
ALIVE/ GUIOO f X 
ONCE SAW A MAN 
TORN TO PIECES 
BY LIONS.' 






71 



Sy i » .* 




.V 



35 



1 






/ 




. 




JUST SITTIN' THERE/ 
HE STEALS YOUR 
ACT! 

LISTEN, ™ 
YOU- 



» 




S^ 



; 



WHAT'S WRONG /GUIDO? 
ARE YOUR NERVES ON 
EPGE? THAT CAN BE 
FATAL WHEN YOU 
HANPLE CATS/ 



y 

w 



>«. 



■-C 



aS'1 



Lf 
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WHAT 

do you 

MEM? 



YOU LEFT YOUR PARTNERS 
IN AFRICA TO BE KILLED BY 
SAVAGE LIONS.' ONE 0\EP 
A HORRIBLE DEATH/ BUT 

UMBO! 





I SEE IT ALL NOW -.-YOU'RE 
TRYING TO TAUNT ME SO I'LL 
CRACK UP IN THE LION ACT!, 
BUT I'LL HILL fOU FIRST! 

I'LL- 
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I'LL TAKE CARE 
OF THIS GUY 

UNTIL THE COPS 

GST H6&E 




HE LEFT AS > 


\ / Mi BIGGEST 


ABRUPTLY J 


7 ATTRACTION ! 


AS HE \ 


1 WHY DO THESE 


CAMBf/ 1 


THINGS ALWAYS 




I * HAPPEN TO prf*- 




>■ — 7 me? yiL 


kI yv 


^ J % 1 lid' v\ 



IT POESNT *-•< WE'RE GOING 
BREAK MY HBART] TO TOWN AGAIN 
JO SEE THAT ^ FOR CMOW, 
GUY GO.' ^/T'CARNIE/WANT 

TO COME ALONG? 



^r- 



I 



,* '^S 




THIS WALK IS 
WHAT I NEEPEP 
TO GIVE MY 
SPIRITS A 
LIFT.' 



ALL I NEBD 
IS A THICK 
STE AK, WRY 

RARE/ I'm 

AS HUNGRY 




/*•• ;'•■ 
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STRAGGLERS, 
SIR* 







& 



H 



\6- 




V 




. ~^s 



M I 
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WHENEVER I COME TO VISIT ) f YOU'VE GOT 
MY RICH OLP FRIEND MR . < / T« <5|V£ ME 
SQUEEZE, I'M ALWAYS S[ THE MONEY, 



AMAZED AT THE S/ZE 
OF HIS ESTATE/ 



UNCLE.' 



i^rr- •- 









. * 






'€* '' J 



>* *» 



' 






FROM THE SOliND OF 
THOSE VOICES, I'D 
SAY A PRETTY NASTY 
ARGUMENT IS 

GOlHG OH f 



VOU'RE NOT GETTING 
ANOTHER CENT FROM ME"-] 
I VOti'TCARE IF THERE 

IS A SCANDAL.', 



W 



i! 



AIL «/G*r, 

BUT YOU'LL BE 
SORRY WHEN 
THEYKtLL 

met 



\* *• 



/^.i 



yv*^ 



^ 






,4' 



M. 



■*v ^ 



.»■ ^ 
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I'LL STEP ON THE THIRD RAIL AND 

itfcr«ocuT6 myself; at least 

I WOW'T GIVE THAT GAMBLER THE 
PLEASURE OF RUBBING MB OUT.' 







I THIS IS PHYS/CALLY IMPOSSIBLE /. 
^4M I IMMORTAL ? 







NATIONAL COMICS 




/ WOW.' THE CAT'S PEAP.-- 

/ ELECTROCUTED f Auo high 

i voltage from my hands 0\q it/ 
7 the third rail /must nave 
/ charged my booy 
i^with thousands of 

volts; 





My SPENDTHRIFT 
NEPHEW WOULD 

PROBABLY LIKE TO 
SEE /WE DEAD 
EfUT I'M NOT 

ready to go 
yet; heh,heh! 
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THAT BOLT 
QIPNT COME 

FROM THE 
CLOUDS? IT 

CAMS FROM 

A SECOND- 

STORY 

WINDOW/ 




I DON'T KNOW HOW (T WAS DONE , 
BUT IT WAS OBVIOUSLY AN ATTEMPT 
TO ELECTROCUTE MR. SQUEEZE.' 
MM f T SAW MIS NEPHEW AT 
THAT WINDOW,' 



^ 




WHY? WILL YOU 
USE THAT TRICK 
LIGHTNING FLASH 

ONA*E,TOO? 




I'M FULL OF HICJH VOLTAGE * I 
ABSORBED IT FROM 
A THIRD RAIL.' 



YOU'RE JUST 
A FLASH IN 
THE PAN. 

IRWIN' 




■ 
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YOUR NEPHEW FLASHED THAT BOLT 

AT YOU, MR. SQUEEZE.' HIS BODY WAS 

CHARGED WITH HIGH- VOLTAGE ELECTRICITY 
LIKE THOSE FREAKS YOU SOMETIMES 
SEE AT A SIDE 
SHOW/ 




YOU CAUGHT ME RED-HANDED, ^ IT'S MAOE OP A 

MRS. GUMSHOE /BUT HOW .— ^ RUBBERIZED 

COULD THAT UMBRELLA J* MATERIAL WHICH 

STOP SO MUCH r ■— Y DOESN'T CONDUCT 

VOLTAGE • y <, ELECTRICITY/ BUT MOW 

WLT*C*fc . ^ V x , ll CONC?UCT you 

TO MY MOUSE.' 




p'toaT" night , at Granny*? house 



AH. r THIS LIGHT IS 
MUCH BETTER 
FOR READING.' 




AS SOON AS THOSE BULBS 

PRAIN THE REST OF THE 

ELECTRICITY OUT OF YOU, 

WE'LL CALL THE POLICE .' IF 

YOU ASK AAE,\RWIN, YOU'VE 

INHERITED A LITTLE JAIL 
SENTENCE INSTEAD OF YOUR UNCLES 

MONEY' 
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etv< 



fewe 






&/ 
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* 







I'LL HAVE TO 
REPORT THIS AT 
ONCE I YOUR 
FATHER COMMITTED 

SUICIDE ! 
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YES, HIS PUBLISHERS, 
BEST AHO HANGER .'C 
WAS A POET, BUT HE 
BECENTLY WROTE A NOVEL, 





BEST AND HAWGEP STOLE /J 
IT, EVEN SOLD THE MOVE 
RIGHTS/ PAP PIPNT GECE/Vf 
PENHY? BUT HE WAS 
<50ING TO TAKE IT TO 
COURT, WHEN 



' 



tl^x f& 



A 



/ 




Mfl. BEST, I'M SALLY > SORRY YOU 
O^EIL, POUCE WOMAW// HAD TO WAIT/ 



I WANT SOME 
INFORMATION' 



WE HAVE A NEW 
RECEPTIONIST, a 
SUPPOSED TO <* 
GEPORT THIS MORNING 
BUT SHE HASN'T 

SHOWN UP.'COMC 

ill! 



PHIVATl 



«c«S2££i 



TELL ME ABOUT "TWE 
SOUL'S REVENGE' AND 
ITS AUTHOR, ERNEST 
KENT/ 
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AFTBU THIS.Tfty TO 
GET HERE OW TIME , 

MISS brown: 



/ 



<' 



(v-yEs, ^ 


V sir: J . 




^^^M^L 


.fir V |f\ I 


1\ -'f\\ 1 

i »/ X w' * l J 







SffT'O 



* 



»♦ n 



^b 



C=3L 











BUT IT'S AFTER 
EIGHT NOW.' 




I BELIEVE LINDA KENT DID 

THIS/ AND ALSO KILLED HER 
FATHER .' THEY OFTEN 
QUARRELED, I5W TOLD; 
AND I'VE FOUND THAT 
SHE'S MY RECEPTIONIST, 
POSING AS A MISS 

brown: 



ves, i 

DISCOV/EREP 
THAT, TOOf 



<*ip/ 
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^ 









wn 



LINDA MUST HAVE \ MB . BEST 
WORKED FAST TO J WAS KILLED 
GET HERE SO ^S AN HOUR 
QUICKLY AFTER A BEFORE THE 
TGYING TO KILL J ATTEMPT ON 
ME.' T < VOUR LIFE/ 






n 



* i. 



V 



^ ' C^ 






\ 



THERE'S NOTHING 
WE CAN DO HERE 
I'LL GO TO WORK 
ON THE CASE iN 

THE MORNING.', 
I'LL GET POLICE 
PROTECTION 
FOR YOU — 



THAT WONT BE 
NECESSARY .' 
I'LL KEEP A GUN 
HANDY I NO SNIP 
OF AGIBL IS 
GOING TO GET 
ANOTHER SHOT 

AT MB! 



* 



rtiljtti 



^ 
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GO IN. LINDA I I'LL 
WATCM PROM THIS 
WIWDOW .' 



haamU wonder 
whv hanger's 
meeting her ' 
here instead 

OF At THE 
OFFICE? 




POSING AS MISS 0ROWN/ 
TRY/NG TO FIND PROOF TO 
YOUR RIGHT TO ROYALTIES 
ON YOUR FATHER'S BOOK, 
WERE YOU? - 




YOU WONT NEED TO.' I'M 
GOING TO KILL YOU LIKE I 
KILLED YOUR FATHER - AND 
BEST, WHO FOUND OUT ABOUT 
Mi IDEA .' I'LL SAY I SHOT 
YOU IN SEL^- 
DEFEN 



\/$AVE YOUR TESTIMONY, ^ 
MR. HANGER, f I HEARD 
YOU ADMIT TWO KILLINGS.' 
THAT'S ENOUGH t 






I'LL TAKE THIS 
GUN, JUST IN CASE 

HE COMES TO 
BEPORE WE GET 

HIM LOCKED 




"THE FINGER OF DEATH 
PASSED YOU 6^ AT EIGHT 
AT NINE O'CLOCK YOU WILL 
r- MEET YOUR 
TjfTjf&Z * FATE!* 



**P 



*J 



he wrote that 
w/mself,also, to 
substantiate his 
plea of self-pef6wse.' 
it'$ what your father 
would have called 

POETIC 

JUSTICE' 



V**n» 



i** 



X 
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HUH! WELL, WHY 

MOT? 
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1?u£" this time a hungry f A 
wayfarer beats Uncle to ^ 
the "buns at the back door. 





NOTHSN ASK HIM 
LATER HIS FRANK 
OPINION OF AAY 

PQ&TM! 





WELL/ GUESS X MIGHT AS WELL 
GET IT OVER VV/TH 4NP BRING IN 
iMRS.0ITZEL'S BUNS-' 
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oh. NO! NO! NO f 

HOW DON'T TELL ME 
TW£ WOMAN MAS 

FALLEN *o* 



" SO GET A MORSE, MY NERO, 

FAST*- AND CALL FOB ME 
TONIGHT, 

ANO FAR AWAV WE'LL FLEE 

AT LAST, AND GET CLEAR 

OUT OF SIGHT"/ 





ANDX, LIKE AN MHOCENT 
TOOT, NEVER REALIZED 
SHE WAS BAKING HER 
LOVE AWAY in EVEKy 
BLASTED BUN I TOOK 
A BITE OU7TA f 



7tCea*tt#Altg —over at the 
Biizel house*" 



VES, A FEW 
MINUTES 
AGO,' 
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>'«, 
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win 



IV 
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A. sleepy town falls under the spell of a 
cunning criminal called SLUMBER 5 

Even the evcr-alerfc QUICKSILVER is 

caught napping -but not for long/ 



V 



*^. 



V 



^ 



fS4S 



a£ 






IPS A CLEVER GANG! 
NOBODY KNOWS HOW 
THEY-- WHAT'S THIS ? 
WHAT'S HAPPENED TO 
THESE PEOPLE? 
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WE MAOB A ™ 
GOOD HAUL, 
SLUMBER f 





BBBBB 



QXLo. 
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THAT GANG I 
OF THIEVES ' 



SHOT. 



MURDER 








j 
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THOSE SPARKLERS 
AND GREENBACKS 
ARE THE STUFF THAT 
COUNTS I HOW OO WE 
KNOW YOU WON'T RUN 
OUT ON US? 



SHUT UP MO 
OO AS I SAY.' 

YOU WERE 
SUPPOSED TO 
LEAVE BEFORE 
THE SUCKERS 
WOKE UP/ 



i*^ 



->** 



. 



v 

^ 



v 



PONT SHOOT! 
SOAAEBOOY'i-L 

HEAR— 





N> 



V^ 



WE'LL 

ALL GET 

CAUGHT 

IF 




QUICKSILVER 




1 GOT HIM 
COVE REP 
SLUMBER! 



A 



MA 



WE HAVE A SILENT 
WEAPON ! THERE'S ENOUGH 

GAS LEFT TO SILENCE THIS 

SNOOPER! 



SO THAT THING 
SUPPLIED THE GAS.' 
OKAY, SLUM0ER- 
TURN IT ON f 



***\ 



/ 



/, 



\ 



V^ 



L 



1TOS 




* 



NATIONAL COMICS 






J TURNED ON THE GAS — 
JUST WANT TO BE SURE THE 

BOYS HAVE A GOOD 

AFTERNOON NAP.' 




PLANNING TO 
LET YOUR MEN 
TAKE THE RAP 
FOR YOU, SLUMBER? 

THAT'S A RATTV 
TRfCK! 





NATIONAL COMICS 






QUICKSILVER ! 
YOU'VE COME 
RIGHT OUT OF 

THIN AIR ! 






a/were 

AM XI 

LET ME 

GO J 





HE'LL SLEEP FOR A GOOD 
LONG TIME... AFTER HE 
GETS WHAT'S COMING 



TO HIM 
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TTANDO was juggling, thrilling a dozen or 
-U-more kids who had flocked to the circus 
grounds the day Colonel Lane's Mammoth Cir- 
cus arrived in town. 

The kids were open-eyed as they watched 
the brilliant display of juggling art. But they 
switched their allegiance when Spudo, the four- 
armed man, came up and began stealing 
Hando's stuff. Spudo really made Hando look 
like a chump. After all, with his four arms he 
could keep twice as many objects in the air at 
once as Hando. 

The kids began jeering at Hando soon after 
Spudo started juggling. 

"Throw him a fish!" said a particularly ob- 
noxious youngster to the deflated juggler. "He 
can't juggle. Look at Spudo!" 

"B-but Spudo has f-four arms," sputtered 
Hando. "I h-have only t-two — and just ten 
fingers." 

Still the kids yelled and poked fun at the 
circus juggler. 

Spudo dropped the juggling equipment and 
grinned. 

"I only wanted to prove a point," he said, 
"that a guy with four arms is better than one 
with only two." 

Just then a strange man tapped Hando on the 
shoulder. 

"You're Hando, the juggler, aren't you," 
said the stranger. "You're pretty good, too. 
Only you're not good enough to beat that kind 
of competition. Want to make some real 
dough?" 

Hando turned his head and looked at the 
man. "Yeah," he said, "but how?" 

The stranger smiled and said, "Easy, pard." 

Hando pivoted and faced the speaker. 

"You can juggle, can't you," the mart con- 
tinued. 

"Yeah," said Hando. "What do you want to 
make out of it?" 

"I want you to juggle- — something besides 
Indian clubs." The man held up two oblong 
objects. "These," he said. Hando looked at the 
objects, then studied the man's face. 

"Yeah," he said, finally. 

"Just put 'em where 1 tell you an' everything 
will be jake," the man said. "How would five 
hundred smackers please you?" 

"Five hundred, smackers!" Hando raised his 
arms, flexed his bicep muscles. 

"Five hundred," the man repeated. 

"Okay," said Hando, taking the two oblong 
objects. "Where do 1 put 'em, pard?" 

Tke stranger leaned close to Hando's ear 
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and whispered for a minute. Hando nodded 
and then walked off. The stranger slunk away, 
out of the circus grounds. 

Carnie Calahan, the barker in Colonel Lane's 
Mammoth Circus, was a good-hearted guy, who 
liked to give everybody an even break. He had 
hired Hando only because the juggler was down 
and out — or so Hando had told him. But Car* 
nie figured Hando was fairly good. He, hoped 
he would remain with the show. 

Busy with his thoughts, Carnie strolled 
around the circus grounds, as he always did 
before a show, inspecting the animals and their 
cages. 

Meanwhile, Hando was carrying out his new 
mission, "casing the situation," as the stranger 
had suggested. Stealthily, he went around be- 
hind the animal cages, plotting the path for his 
future execution of the scheme. 

Carnie Calahan saw him in the act of bend- 
ing over and observing the ground, and the 
barker wondered a little what he was up to. 
But Hando was too far away at the moment, 
and Carnie forgot — until later. 

At the snake pit, Hando met Shali, the snake 
charmer of the circus. 

"Hi, Hando!" she called. "What's cookin'? 
You look like you're tracking down a fox.*' 

Hando grinned. "Mebbe I'm just lookin' for 
a new penny," he told her. Then, seriously he 
said, "Aw, I just like to know the whole layout 
when 1 work a show." 

"Uh-hunh," replied Shali, and went about 
her business of training the snakes. 

Near the elephant tent, Hando came across 
Tiny, the strong man, who was in the act of 
picking up the baby elephant, a recent acquisi- 
tion. 

Grunting mightily, Tiny lifted the little fel- 
low, who weighed all of three hundred pounds, 
and then placed him gently back on the ground. 
He grinned at Hando, who stood open-mouthed 
at this feat of strength. 

'Boy, you got it," Hando said- 

Sure," said Tiny. "I can lift almost twice 



««i 



tti 



n 



as much when I'm in trim. 

Two o'clock came, the starting time for the 
afternoon matinee. But this wasn't the hour 
for Hando to hatch his evil scheme. He did his 
juggling act as usual, received a fair ovation, 
and went to his tent. He reflected that he'd 
really be on his toes come evening. 

Yes, Hando had come to a decision. The 
stranger had promised him five hundred bucks 
for this stunt, leaving the details of carrying 
it out up to the juggler. Hando, because lie 

- 
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nad made a thorough inspection of the layout, 
knew just where he would plant his stuff for 
the explosion. Not behind the animal cages. No, 
in a more conspicuous place! 

While the troupe wa« at dinner, Hando slip- 
ped out and went to work. The sun had already 
set and the interior ot the big tent was almost 
dark. It only took hin. a few minutes to per- 
form his task, and then he went back to the 
chow tent to wolf a heavy meal. His juggling 
act didn't come off till late in the show. 

There was a large crowd at the evening 
performance. 

Col. Lane paced back and forth behind the 
grandstand* A frown creased his ordinarily 
bland face. "There's something in the air," he 
told himself. He had never seen it fail. When- 
ever he felt like walking off his dinner behind 
the grandstand, there was sure to be trouble. 
[ "But what?" Carnie Calahan, the barker, 
asked when Lane mentioned his feeling of un- 
easiness. ''Everything seems to be going along 
smoothly. See anything wrong?" 

"No," said Lane. "But that's just when some- 
thing always happens.!* 

Carnie laughed. "You're getting old, Col- 
onel. You're circus-happy." 

"Mebbe," said the Colonel. He walked away, 
puffing hard on his cigar. 

The barker thought about this incident for 
tome minutes afterward. He had been with the 

Colonel many years, and the "old man" seldom 
made a wrong prediction. 

The trick horse act was just now coming to 
a ckse. This was the spot where the various 
clowns came into the ring to do their stuff. 

Then the animal trainers brought out their 
lions and tigers. This exhibition was the high- 
light of the show. One of the trainers was a 
famous "cat" man. His act was a thriller from 
beginning to end. First he wrestled a huge 
lioness, then ran across the cage and turned his 
back to her. With a wild scream she tore across 
the cage and leaped for his back. He turned in 
the nick of time to grab her in mid-air. This 
stunt always brought the house down. 

It was just after the "cat" man's wrestling 
act, when he was crossing the cage for the leap, 
that the thing happened. A trickle of red fire • 
came racing around the huge center ring. It 
flared up into five-foot-high flames, sizzling 
and crackling as it encircled the big ring. 

The audience began yelling. The animals 
went into a frenzy, howling and leaping at the 
sight of tile flames. The trainers, using chairs 
and whips, couldn't calm the beasts. One of the 
tigers leaped past a guard and went tearing 
across the sawdust toward the first row of spec- 
tators. A general panic broke out. While people 
scrambled for the upper reaches of the grand- 
stand, the tiger paused, eyeing them and snarl- 
ing. Then he grunted and began a slow trot 
toward a group of women and children hud- 
dling together in a section of box seats. As the 
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tiger drew closer, they screamed in terror* 

Gradually the line of fire burnt itself out. 
But by now three lions had broken loose, and 
the guards were firing at them with rifles. 

Now Major Midge stood in front of the audi- 
ence and begged them to remain seated. The 
tiger had l>een recaptured and there was noth- 
ing to fear. 

Carnie Calahan, meantime, was trying to dis- 
cover the source of the red fire — it was caused, 
he found, by the same kind of powder that 
people use in Fourth of July celebrations. But 
who had laid the train? What was the reason? 

A sudden thought entered Carnie's mind, as 
he picked up a burnt shell lying at the side of 
the main ring. Where had he seen two odd-look- 
ing Indian clubs? In the hands of Hando, of 
course, after Spudo had shown him up. Yes, 
he had seen Hando walking away from a man 
and twirling two objects that looked like can- 
nisters — powder cannisters! 

Carnie rushed out of the ring and ran to- 
ward Hando's tent. Parting the flaps, he found 
Hando packing his suitcase* 

"Wait!" shouted Carnie. "Where are you 
going?" 

"No place," said the obviously frightened 
Hando. "Just putting away some stuff." 

"Like what for instance?" demanded Carnie. 

Carnie ripped open the suitcase and found 
one empty canister wrapped in a dirty shirt. 

"So," he said. "You are the firebug." 

Hando began sputtering and stuttering. 
Then, wide-eyed, he stared over Carnie's shoul- 
der. The Barker whirled, only to find himself 
looking into the muzzle of a heavy pistol. 
• "Take it easy, guy," said the stranger, the 
same man who, earlier, had given Hando the 
cannisters. "You know a lot, but it won't do 
you any good. I'm gonna fill you full of lead, 
so there won't be no talkin'." Moving the pistol 
slightly, he motioned to the juggler. "Pack up, 
Hando," he ordered, "an' get out to the car." 

While the man was still directing his atten- 
tion toward Hando, Carnie took a step forward, 
ducked and whirled. The stranger whirled with 
him, but not soon enough. Before he could level 
his pistol again, Carnie whipped his hand out 
of his coat pocket and shot a thin stream of 
liquid into the stranger's eyes. With a scream, 
the man dropped the pistol and clapped both 
hands to his eyes. 

Carnie picked up the pistol and told the 
stranger and Hando to reach for the canvas 
roof. Just as they were raising their hands, 
Col. Lane entered the tent. 

"Hurry up, Hando," he said. "You'll be late 
for your act." 

Flourishing the pistol, Carnie laughed. 
"You're wrong, Colonel," he said. "This little 
act is over for good — thanks to a little squirt 
gua of ammonia I save for circus emergencies!" 

"Hey, what's the matter with you?" they 
yelled at the two-armed man. 
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AHf AN' MB FAVORITE 
HERO AN' HSROINE UVE 
HAPP/LY EVER AFTEff 
UNTIL THE NEXT 

ISSUE ,AT LEAST f 



# « # 





WHATTWE HECK ARE 
SOU POIN' WITH tHE 

school BULLETIN 
BOARD, omarZ 



gee'.it'sa good thing 
sou axed me,anthrop» 
there must be news 

OF GREAT 

IMPORTANCE • 
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WHOLLY CATS f this <S 
IMPORTANT, OMAR! listen 

TO THIS— ATTENTION, 
ALL STUPENTS-" 



* 



j- .. 



Ol 



»p WRITE A COMPOSITION ON A PERSONAL 
EXPERIENCE YOU HA\/E MAP IN THE FIELD 
OF SALESMANSHIP 9 ' FOR THE MOST 
ORIGINAL COMPOSITION, THE 
FOLLOWING PRIZES WILL BE 
AWARPEP —FIRST PRIZE- 



- 



/ 



v 



V 



{UETIN BOARO 

ALL STUPi 



S5 '"' 



'*!*» . 



xs 



jf 



IL 






—A WEEK'S VACATION/ SECOND PRIZE- 
TWO TICKETS TO ANY SHOW IN TOWN ! 
THIRD PRIZE —ONE -HUNDRED DOLLARS? 
PLUS FIFTY SURPRISE CONSOLATION 
PRIZES ! CONTEST CLOSES 
OFFICIALLY TOMORROW 
AT TEN AM.-! 

JUST MY LUCK 
NOT TO BE ABLE 

TO WRITE! 



^^ 



«t 



WEEK'S VACATION! GUU¥*U JUST 

/ MY LUCH t TOO, NOT TO HAVE HAD ANY 

TRUE SELF- EXPERIENCE IN 
1 — -{SALESMANSHIP !&*#!*! 




THE CONTEST DOESN'T CLOSE UNTIL 
TOMORROW t THAT GIVES YOU PLENTY 
OF TIME TO GET SOME EXPERIENCE/ 

All you gotta do is dig up the 

MOSTEST UNUSUAL THING AND 
SELL IT! THEN WRITE ITUPf 
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WITH A LITTLE PERSONALITY MO HIGH- 

PRESSURE SALESMANSHIP ON MY PART 

IT OUGHTA BE A CINCH TO 

SELL/ 
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OMAR!. I TELL iOU WHAT/ SEE IN' YOU'RE 
/UY FRlENV.-l'LL GIVE YOU A BREAK f I'LL 
SELL IT TO YOU ATA BARGAIN RATE 

FOR NUTTIN'f IF I SOlp it to you 

ANY CHEAPER. — tTV BE 
UNPROFITABLE ! 



i «■ 



W: 



'M-* 



v *; 



.*■ 



v_< 
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/WE'VE 0££N POU0LE-CKOSSEP/THE 

^BROOKLYN BRIDGE WAS 

¥ SOLO TREE HOURS AGO BY 
[ SOME OTHER STUDENTS.' THERE'S 

A SIGN TACKEP ON THE 
BRIDGE'S ENTRANCE 
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FAT CHANCE T GOT NOW TO WIN FIRST 
PRIZE f I POUBT IF ANYONE CAN TOP THE 

BROOKLYN BRIDGE 
EXPERIENCE r *-"tf«.' 



/*MM / ) 




ANTHROPi r KNOW JUST THE THING ) THAT'S IT, 
THAT'LL TOP THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE /OMAR! 



EXPERIENCE i WHY NOT 

SELL that MATRIMONY 
MACHINE SOU made f 



THAT'S IT? 
THAT'S EVEN MORE 
UNUSUAL THAN THE- 
BROOKLYN BRIDGE, 

'CUZ NO ONE'S 
EVER HEARD OF 

IT? 



V 



■ v 



^ 



*w 



S^ 




On.e minute later... 

..if 

1 know an /0£4L COUPLE 

THAT LIVES POV N THIS 
STREET f 




MADAME, W/fH THIS MACHINE IN YOUR HOME, YOU'LL 
NEVER HAVE TO WORRY ABOUT YOUR WANDERING 
HUSBAND'S WHEREABOUTS f FOR EXAMPLE, HE 
PEClPES TO GO OUT FER AN EVENING STROLL.' 
HE PICKS A CARO OUTTA ME INDEX BOX, WHICH 
READS EVENING, STROLL ! THU9LY HE SLIPS 
THE CARO INTO THE MACHINE —PULLS THE 
L&VER AND THE MACHINE PUNCHES THE TIME HE 
LEFT'. HE DOES THE SAME WHEN HE GETS 
BACK f ALL HE HAS TO DO ALL DAY IS -JUST 
KEEP PUNCHING THE CLOCK EVERY 
TIME HE MAKES A MOV £ t Pft£$TOf 
iOUR WIFELY WORRIES ARE 

OVER ! 
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Next day... at school 






^hrez seconds later-.., \fer 

Uu Wm ti omar t why l-Zr*-^ 

QIQH'T YOU TELL ME THAT WAS 

OUR PRINCIPAL ourcoLP 

ON THE FLOOR WHEW I SOLO 

HIS WIFE that Ot#!a*! 

MACHINE ? 




ACCORDING TO LAW t OMAR, ONCE 

WE REACH THE STATE LINE / 

THEY CAN'T TOUCH US / 
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HOW 00 YOU \ BECAUSE THAT 
REMEMBER JWASTHEWGHT 
THE EXACT A*. PARTfES J 
SAILING / UNKNOWN 
PATE , / STABBED HUNK 
STEVE? / WARWELLANP 

PITCHEP HIM INTO 
THE HARBOR- 
HARWELL, THE 
NOTORIOUS 
GAMBLER f 



■ m 



GOING ASHORE 
SO SOON JAILOR? 

BETTER WAIT FOR 

YOUR PAY.* 



CAN'T WAIT, 
SKIPPER! I'LL 
MAKE OUT BY 
COLLECTING 
WHAT GUYS 

OWE ME IN 
THIS TOWN T 



V 



'3) 



\ 



•c 



X 



I 



NATIONAL COMICS 




STOP BABBLING YOUR. )Y'KNOW,YOU REM/NP ME 
THANKS/ FORRy, ANP /OF A Guy I KNEW ONCE.' 
COtAB POWN THIS /BUT EVEN IF HE WAS ST/LL 



ALLEY 



~/v 



ALIVE, HE WOULPNT 
BE PUTTING UP A NICKEL 
TO GET M£ 
OUT OF THE 
SNEEZER.' 



i<i 



151 



n 



r- 






< 
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MIGHT YOU 
g£ SPEAKING 
OF HUNK 
WARWELL?NOW, 

IF I HAP A SHAVE 
ANP CLASSy 
CLOTHES,MlGHT 

X RESEMBLE 
HIM A TRIFLE? 



HUM- NO! 

BUT YOU'RE 

DEAD! 

I KILLBP 
YOU MYSELF 
ME ANP 
JOSS 
LICKEy 
ANP- 



i\ 



■•*. 



1*K« 



Y HOW THE GUY TALKS? 

I'M HOT0BAO,Bur HE 
IS f ANP HIS MENTIONING 

JOSS LICKEy R£MINPS 



*VW 



Crt 



X 




Meanwhile- 



ship faraway 
come into 
harbor ,mista 

LICKEy, YES? 






I 
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Wgffl! 



I— 



\i 



if THE KNIFE 
PIPNT FINISH 
VOU, THE FALL 

Witt ! 



\ 






NOT ALWAYS, MISTER 
WOOP t WE FOUND THE 

gopy OF FUZZ FORRy 
IN THE ALt£y NEXT TO 
THE POLICE STATION- 
ALSO STABBED IN 
THE HEART * 



ANQ THIS GUV IS 
JOSS LICKEY-OR 
WAS /FUZZ FORRy 
USEPTO STEER 
SUCKERS INTOTHP 
CROOKED GAMBLING 
QBH RUN BY LtCKEy 

ANQ HUNK WARWELL, 

FLANAGAN f CO/A/C/Pf NCB , 

HUH9 



V 



\**L 



.-"■ 



1 
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HUNK WARWELL'S VERV MUCH 

ALIVE, YOUNG LADy.'X'M PR. 
PARKLOTT — SHIP'S POCTOR 
FROM ABOARD THE FARAWAY/ 
MORff THAN TWO VEARS AGO WE 
PICKED WARWELL OUT OF THE 

SEA, WOUNDEP AHO 
PURSUED BY SHARKS! 



VOU KNEW HIM/ 
THEN ? 0UT HOW 

p/p you 

KNOW 

ME ? 



i>. 



ffi 



I 
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HE SHOWED MB YOUR PICTURE ) NICE LITTLE 
AND THOSE OF TWO MEN /SAID /TRIANGLE ROMANCE , 
THE THREE OF YOU HAD TRIED ^ HUH, STEVE ? WE'D 
TO KILL HIM SO THAT JOSS LICKEY ) BETTER TAKE MISS 
COULD HAVE YOU-' SWORE HE'D /LIBRA TO THE 

RETURN AND GET £- f STATION FOR SAFE - 

REVENGE !^S\ (^KEEPING AND 

FUNNY, THAT 

DOCTOR 

REMIHDS 
MB 



V 



/-, 



v\ ■* 



no, Flanagan; if you 
and i waste time. hunk 
warwell may getaway 
let sally and doctor 

parklott escort miss 

libra to the station ? 



\ 



Y 



I AGREE, STEVE/ 
GO ON , YOU THREE I 
WE BETTER GET ON 
THIS CASE BEFORE 
IT GROWS ••• 

WHISKERS.' J HMM- 

WONDER 

If THAT 

QOC-- 



\ 



, r *." 



; -v /f 



m 



PSST, SALLY.' W I GET YOUR 
PONT TAKE I ORDER , BUT 

THEM TO THE /tZJ w0r YOufe: 
STATION — TO ^ ^ IDEA.' 
YOUR APARTMENT.' 
SET IT ? 




/V«£ WE GO, STEVE! 
AS POLICE INSPECTOR, 
I'LL BE IN CHARGE.' 




that slippery private dick 
has vanishep / and doctor 
parklott looks enough like- 
i'd better go back to the 
station and check our 

files; 




Meanwhile f at Sally's apartrnervfc 



LOCK THE DOOR, 
MISS SALLY /III. 
LATCH THE WINDOWS 
AND DRAW THE 
BUNDS/ 



WHY DO YOU 
STARE AT ME, 

MISS LIBRA? 



/HERE, IN A STRONG LIGHT, 
I DOCTOR ~- YOU REMIND ME 
Ly OF -OF — 
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loved you. ..yes.' but two V r pipn't a] 

YEARS AT SEA GAVE ME TIME ) REALLY LOVE 
TO GET OVER IT/ YOU HELPED J JOSS LICHEY, 
YOUR NEW BEAU AND HIS _-*( HUNK— X 
STOOGE TRAP ME, THROW V SWEAR IT? 

N\E INTO THE HARQORf 







I FORGOT THE 
DUMB-WAITER/ 



I DE/Vy /T/ I'M MOT PUMB, 
ANO I'M NOT WAITING/ 
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WAIT, WARWELL .' HOW 
ABOUT SOME HOT 
COFFEE ? 



wowtch* 







ANYTHING YOU 
$M... ANYTHING 
YOU ASK 



f * ' 



HOW ABOUT GOING TO 
JAIL AHO STANDING 
TRIAL FOR ATTEMPTED 

MURDER? WHO'S AT 
THE POOR, SALLY? 



v, 






V — " 



[fl. 



SALLY, HAVE YOU ANY 

IDEA WHERE STEVE IS? I'M- 

ER— HUNK- THAT IS, PARKLOTT 

IS HUNK WARWELL.' I KNEW 
IT ALL THE TIME f 



THEN EVERYTHING'S 

HUNKY-DORY, 

FLANAGAN.' STEVE 

HAS PUT HUNK TO 
SLEEP RIGHT HERE, 

AND SOLVED 

ANOTHER*tASE 
FOR YOU? 
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AMERICA'S GREATEST JUNIOR TYPEWRITER VALUE! 



famous 




ram 

fox 



PORTABLE 



TYPEWRITER 

M $ 3 



98 



KEY FOR EACH LETTER 



Merely clip ad and mail to- 
day. Then pay postman 
only $3.98 plus postage. Or 
send cash and we pay 
postage. It not delighted 
return untampered within 
10 days for a speedy refund. 

AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY, 9 




PERFECT FOR SCHOOL WORK... 

...IDEAL FOR SMALL BUSINESSES! 

^- Yes, it's back again ... but only in limited quan- 

tities! We've managed to obtain a limited number of 
these fast, efficient typewriters that we can offer you at a price 
you can't beat! Now, for only $3.98 you can enjoy the speed and 
accuracy of a Simplex Typewriter with new improved features: 

* AstMMtM IftUtf OmtsHh * fa MvUmI K*t F« 



JW 



we** ry~~ — .« ~.~:e a bighit with teacnersancTgefbef&r 

grades in school? It's easy when you turn in neat, accurately 
typed papers. Don't delay a moment longer! Order your Simplex 
Portable Typewriter today and find out how much fun it is to do 
your homework the easy, time-saving way! 




Avenue, Montgomery 4, Alo.Dopt. ST -^ 



YOUR SAVINGS MOUNT UP LIKE MAGIC 
BECAUSE 



0«"L-JJUKE BOX 

BANK A 



For Ye>u . . . Because 

FIIERIS All RELATIVES WILL HELr 
YOI SAVE, JIST TO SEE I0W IT WORKS! 

You'll see those nickels and dimes rapidly 
add up to mighty dollar bills with this new 
Juke Box Bank that's a gay plastic repro- 
duction of the tuneful Juke Box down at the 
corner soda fountain. Bring it out at parties 
or when company comes to call. The coins 
and currency will really pour in. because 
everyone wants to see it light up electrically 
and flash its bit of advice: 'It's Wise to Be 
Thrifty"— to which we might add: it's easy 
to be thrifty when you have an attention- 
getting, fun-producing Juke Box Bank 

S€ND NO MONEY; send only youi name 
and address. Then pay postman only $1.98 
plus postage. Or send cash and we pay 
postage, if you are not delighted, return 
within 10 days tor speedy, cheerful refund 






Its Wise 

To Be Thrifty 
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Put Your Coin* i» 
Slot and Pr.ss-in I 

JIIE MX 

IU2ES WITI LIBIT 
It IT flAJUJ: 



#6&k* 




AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY, 9 Madison Avenye, Montgomery 4. Ala.lty. jyj-7© 




Jim Prentice, Amazinp, Exciting 1949, 

wmmmmsL 




Hit ttoadffful eUttfii earn* it I , ■ 

Willi ttnnluU, ir.iroivlifr SClUVL ll ukr% j 

k«n lh. itiwili^lfL 1 of (he rime tn win — U) 

tiutimart, #*fft/«j* |«rr flpjpf, f U*Hk kc*l 
imthrrtittf the pij*mi;tir L-{.KrttJturrr»u 

ihlough > m*« ol Wfni. Iff hi* flaih ibe 

rliv! YjfiJt jyntttJ ur IwJ *Avp:nd no ihc 

b^vt irirrfJi pmud h> ftJU <- : ' ■ "' 
cf*poneni. [( 1 j tfcn Jl «h?ft vou hit the ri^hi 
. pn irjfinj; ihmujeji far J 

Or t git u IK 1I1U kutv vjIJ fat $*-* Ittolay- 
it it 100 per ««( tetter in r%tty »jj And 
uJli for en* hi If »ti* priuv l_xi (ocripk-te- 

tt h m* itw»£Xj#r i.a**." fat tftf in jwi i 



MONEY BACK GUARANTEE Zi 
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IIICTRIC GAMf CO., INC. 
U final h, Holp*li«, M.». 



Amitunl 



Itfrfrf 



Cily 



ifrr* 



f r< ■ r|j FoalboH « SO 
[Itttrlt BoHb.ll S3. 00 

tltrirk iewfini S3. 10 

"«tfp< McrfaltMtf $1.00 

c.o A- Si d«po«lr *ott- 

rwen ccM#cfj bofart**- 

ftftt ;i • v ""* H * Wff#l 0*Cf*r 

- *HJ <»IJe<ti*«. 
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usftom 

UHTH MS 
J€T.PROP6LLeO BIK6 



kTTHEAR«y 
AIR FIELD, U.S. 
RO*AL AND THE 

BOYS OF THE 
ELM OTY BIKE 
CLUB USE THEIE 
SPECIAL PASS- 
ES to see THE 

NEW SECRET 
SUPERSONIC 

PLANE. 
SUDDENLY... 




JUST AS THE POWERFUL 

PLANE IS ABOUT TO LEAVE 

THE GROUND, US. JAMS 

THE PLANES ELEVATORS, 
PREVENTS THE TAKE-OFF.' 




A PEW MINUTES LATER... 



J WE HATE TO THINK WHAT MIGHT 
HAVE HAPPENED IF THESE FELLOWS 
HAD GOTTEN AWAV WITH THE ARMVS 
SECRET PLANE. ..THE F.B.L CAN 



AND WE 
CAN THANK 

OUR U.S. 

ROYALS 
FOR REAL 



THANK YOU BOVS FOR SEEING 
THAT THEy 
DIDN'T. 



BIKE SPEED 
WlTl r-l 




FELLAS, WHEN VOU GO FOR ALL- 
OUT SPEED, YOU WANT TO 3^ 
SURE EVERYTHING'S UNDER CON- 
TROL. INSIST ON U.S. ROVAL 

BIKE TIRES, WITH THEIR SPECIAL 
BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN, FOR REAL 




'FOR SPEED PLUS SAFETY, 
IT'S THE TlGE WITH THE BU'LT- 
IN SKID CHAIN FOR fl*E"... 
SAYS U.S- ROYAL 




t 



U.S. ROYAL BIKE TIRES, WIT* THE 
SPECIAL BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN, GIVE YOU 
TOP PERFORMANCE AND PERFECT CONH 
TROL. NOWONDER US. IS AMERICA'S 

FASTEST-SELLING BIKE TIKE.' 



BIKE TIRES 



America's Fastest ScIlmqTirw 

© 

UNITED STATES RUMEft COMPANY 
Servmq Through Science 



